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NIGHT TIME 
SONGS 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 


Song XI 
BOY’S DREAM 


The coverlet’s a running brook, 
With fishes here and there; 

The mattress makes for me a bank, 
From which I| gaze and stare. 


The footboard is a high, high wall, 
Where trees arch overhead; 
And little birds fy down to me 
And light upon the spread. 


The pillow is the fairy board, 
All spread with sweets and cake, 
Here soon the birds come nearer me 
And of the feast partake. 


And while they sing so merrily, 
I cannot catch but one; 
For, | am slipping far away, 
To the land where dreams are done! 
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NINETEEN-HUNDRED-AND-FOURTEEN 


May a happy and continuous New Year be yours, is our greet- 
ing to every reader of Wisdom. 

Why not have newness every day throughout the year? The 
very thought of a new beginning thrills with hope and courage the 

time-worn heart. 
Hunger There is something inborn in every human soul, 
for the New that longs to cast off the threadbare garments of the 
old, and clothe itself anew. 

It can be done! 

The longing is there only because of this possibility. Unite 
with it understanding and will, and so make conditions for its fulfill- 
ment. 

Understanding shows the wonderful transmutation that is tak- 
ing place, concealed by what we call time and condition. 

There is nothing old or threadbare when we know the truth 
about it. 

Life can never lose its freshness and flavor when the soul 

knows. 

Eternal Spirit never grows old, why should we? 

Youth The body, according to modern physiology, re- 
news its every particle once a year. 

What is it then that ages? 

The new-ing process comes first in oaieil 

- “Be ye transformed by the renewing of your mind.” 

. Carry this into every detail of life. Begin with the years and 
scatter them first. See yourself fresh and full of vigor. Then start in, 
and by the same process of transforming, change everything you have 
to deal with, until it tallies with your ideal. 

Go step by step through the old habits of mind and bring forth 
the glory of their hidden side. 

You will find angels of overlooked opportunities coming forth 
from the commonest demands of life. 

So ready is this glory to come into your life that you only need 
turn your face full upon it to behold the Angel of the New. 
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THE STORY OF LOVIE 


MyrTLe FILLMORE 
Chapter VI 
TRIXIE’S LETTER HOME 


FEAR FATHER, MOoTHER, 
GRACE AND AUNT Joy— 
Just to think of it! Your 
little Trixie is installed mis- 
tress of the dearest home 
that ever blessed a woman’s 
heart. I am happy, oh, so 
happy! It seems as if one 

little heart could not contain the joy I feel, 

and so Jack offers his big one to help me 
out. 

I wonder were the first couple as happy 
in their Eden as we in ours. You should 
see ours. Our home is the most marvelous 
creation you ever beheld. Ned has carried 
into its architecture all the woodsy effects 
of these little wilds, without interfering at 
all with the elegance and comfort of a city 
home. I was wild with joy when I first 
beheld it, and so was Jack. One surprise 
after another awaited us, till we were in a 
perpetual state of exclamation. To find 
Janie Smith here installed as housekeeper, 
and everything going on just like it does at 
home, with nothing left unthought of! 
And then to think, it is our home—Jack’s 
and mine! Where can I find words great 
enough to praise the munificent Giver! It 
is as if everything I had ever dreamed of or 
wished for had found its way to this home 
of Jack’s and mine. 

I am writing this letter in my little bou- 
doir—Ned calls it “Queen Trixie’s throne 
room,” whatever he means by that. It is 
a dream of loveliness, and I suspect has 
been finished in white in remembrance of 
my childish love for Aunt Susan’s pretty 
white room. The doors are cherry with 
tall mirrors in them; the rest of the wood- 
work is creamy white. And oh, the decora- 
tions are so exquisitely delicate one might 
fancy an angel had plucked her wings to 
give softness and beauty to it all! The 
same old feeling comes over me of the Great 


Brooding Whiteness that soothes and 


blesses, and shall at last wrap humanity 


about and heal it of its sorrows and pain. 


Through the open window come the - 
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songs of the wood birds. Such freedom 
and happiness as they express! We call 
them our little neighbors, and Jack really 
believes all these wood creatures take a per- 
sonal interest in us and our affairs. They 
have never been frightened or interfered 
with and so are fearless, and whenever we 
go about outside, we have a retinue of them 
in attendance; and Jack really thinks they 
understand everything he says to them— 
for you know they have been comrades all 
his precious life. It is really very interest- 
ing to watch them, and I am beginning to 
find out that in some ways they manifest 
more intelligence than men. 

We are getting very close to Nature, 
and we feel that she is adopting us. I am 
reminded of Grace’s idea about Nature 
being Mother-God. I believe it is a true 
one. Think of the wonderful ‘‘motherli- 
ness” which manifests in her bending skies 
and cradling earth, and the soft lullabys 
she sings through rustling trees and bab- 
bling brooks! And then her great provid- 
ing breasts, nourishing alike all the children 
of earth, regardless of race or color! Yes, 
Grace darling, you were right; God has 
his mother-side. 

Fairy tales are without interest or color 
compared with our living realities. Just to 
think of ““Wiseman’s Wildwood’’—that is 
the name Jack and I have decided on for 
our home—having all these years eluded 
the clutches of the greedy world, nestling 
here in undisturbed naturalness, just wait- 
ing for Jack and me! For Jack and 
me—oh, my heart is so full it would seem 
at this moment God's completeness is ours, 
and there is nothing more to wish! But 
the “bright ideal still glows down upon us,” 
and we know there is more to follow. And 
we also know, that the only way to keep 
happiness is to give it away. You will see, 
some of these days, Jack’s ideals and mine 
reaching out until they include every living 
creature. 

But I have not told you of the prattling 
young brook that has found its way into our 


wildwood. You remember it has always 
been a fancy of mine that running water and 
my soul had some common joy. Well, 
Tom Sams has contrived to gratify this 
fancy, and through some magic maneuver 
ox legerdemain has brought into visibility 
the dearest little stream down in the south 
end. It looks as if it had its source in a 
hidden spring under a great rock, and as it 
flows forth into the bed of white sand, it 
ripples and murmurs and nestles among the 
ferns and cresses, and then meanders along 
through little knolls and fringing bushes as 
naturally as if it were a born child of the 
woods. And I am inclined to believe its 
prattling presence has become not only a 
joy and pleasure to the wood-folk, but a 
contribution to their necessities. 

It was Jack’s father who insisted upon 
carrying out Tom’s plans for this thing of 
my dreams, and he really seems as much 
delighted as Tom, over its success. 

He’is so lovely to us. He comes every 
day to see us, and though Ned says he 
called our pretty home “‘a little hut” once, 
yet now I know he thinks it beautiful. 
There’s something in the atmosphere of it 
he does not understand, and yet his hungry 
soul delights itself in it. 

Jack says he is so changed, and Ned 
dates it from the time he first ran across that 
picture of Grace’s. Ned says it made such 
a wonderful impression upon him that after 
he had spent half an hour with it he was 
not the same man. 

Jack thinks it the most wonderful picture 
that ever was painted. He says it almost 
breathes, and he can hardly comprehend 
that it is the work of our little Grace. But 
we know the Great Genius waits to do the 
bidding of whosoever will. And our Grace 
ae found the “‘open sesame” of mind and 
soul. 

Although we have seen no wood-nymphs 
about the place, it seems there are gnomes 
and brownies a-plenty. Jack called me out 
a while ago to see some of them. He had 
’ three waiting. You should have seen them! 
Pinkey, Pigeontoe and Crutches!’ Pinkey 
comes first-—that’s his nature; and his name 
I judge is derived from the shock of red 
hair he uncovered in my honor. Pigeontoe, 
as his name indicates, toes in, and the other, 


Crutches, is a cripple. Pinkey is a char- 
acter, with the brightest eyes and quickest 
mind imaginable, but his language is some- 
thing terrible. Why, I couldn’t understand 
a thing he meant, and Jack was convulsed 
with laughter over it and declared I would 
soon get used to street parlance; but I'm 
sure I don’t wapt to do anything of the 
kind, but shall undertake teaching him Eng- 
lish right away. Pigeontoe is more com- 
mon, but his speech is a little more compre- 
hensible; still he needs lessons in English, 
too. Crutches’ pathetic little face goes 
right to my heart. He seems refined, and 
speaks correctly. Judge my surprise when 
he lifted his great blue eyes to mine and 
said, ‘‘Miss Wiseman, I’m going to be well, 
like Mr. Ned, some day.” And then the 
child proceeded to open his heart to me. 
His faith is beautiful, and he has fine 
ideals; and oh, I am so glad we shall be 
able to help him realize them! He thinks 
Pinkey the most wonderful boy on earth, 
and I'll be rather interested in him myself, 
when he learns to talk decently. I think 
I'll start right in teaching them. Jack 
wants to know if he shall clear out the 
garage or build an academy for my school. 
I think, for the present, the shade of the 
big oak will answer my purpose. 

Such a long letter as I have written you, 
and yet I have only just skimmed over what 
there is to tell. Can’t you come—all of 
you—-soon, and see for yourselves this won- 
derful paradise of Jack’s and mine? 

Ever with fond love, in which Jack joins 
me, I am your loving 

TRIXIE, 
(To be continued.) 
2 
The poet sings of “Home, Sweet Home,” 

My song is this and more; 

A home-nest lined with downy love, 

And baby birdlings four. 


Forever in this home of mine 
An angel watches o’er, 
And naught that hurts or makes afraid 
Can enter in my door. —A Mother. 
- Those who bring sunshine into the lives 
of others, cannot keep it from themselves. 


—J. M. Barrie. 
Three 
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SUNDAY SCHGDL LESSONS 


Blanche Sage Haseltine 
¢ 
LESSON 2, JANUARY 
THE MISSION OF THE SEVENTY—Luke 10:1-24 


|. Now after these things the Lord appointed seventy others, and sent them two 
and two before his face into every city and place, whither he himself was about to come. 
2. And he said unto them, The harvest indeed is plenteous, but the laborers 
~ few: pray ye therefore the Lord of the harvest, that he send forth laborers into his 
arvest. 
3. Go your ways; behold, I send you forth as lambs in the midst of wolves. 
4. Carry no purse, no wallet, no shoes; and salute no man on the way. 
5. And into whatsoever house ye shall enter, first say, Peace be to this house. 
6. And if a son of peace be there, your peace shall rest upon him: but if not, 
it shall turn to you again. 
7. And in that same house remain, eating and drinking such things as they give: 
for the laborer is worthy of his hire. Go not from house to house. 
8. And into whatsoever city ye enter, and they receive you, eat such things as 
are set before you: 
9. And heal the sick that are therein, and say unto them, The kingdom of God 
is come nigh unto you. 
10. But into whatsoever city ye shall enter, and they receive you not, go out 
into the streets thereof and say,- 
11. Even the dust from your city, that cleaveth to our feet, we wipe off against 
you: nevertheless know this, that the kingdom of God is come nigh. 
Pate 12. I say unto you, It shall be more tolerable in that day for Sodom, than for 
at city. 
13. Woe unto thee, Chorazin! woe unto thee, Bethsaida! for if the mighty 
works had been done in Tyre and Sidon, which were done in you, they would have re- 
‘ pented long ago, sitting in sackcloth and ashes. 
: 14. But it shall be more tolerable for Tyre and Sidon in the judgment, than 
or you. 
15. And thou, Capernaum, shalt thou be exalted unto heaven? thou shalt be 
brought down unto Hades. 
16. He that heareth you heareth me; and he that rejecteth you rejecteth me; 
and he that rejecteth me rejecteth him that sent me. 
And the seventy returned with joy, saying, Lord, even the demons are sub- 
ject unto us in thy name. 
18. And he said unto them, I beheld Satan fallen as lightning from heaven. 
19. Behold, I have given you authority to tread upon serpents and scorpions, 
and over all the power of the enemy: and nothing shall in any wise hurt you. 
20. Nevertheless in this rejoice not, that the spirits are subject unto you; but 
rejoice that your names are written in heaven. 
. In that same hour he rejoiced in the Holy Spirit, and said, I thank thee, 
O Father, Lord of heaven and earth, that thou didst hide these things from the wise and 
understanding, and didst reveal them unto babes: yea, Father; for so it was well-pleasing 
in thy sight. 
22. All things have been delivered unto me of my Father: and no one knoweth 
who the Son is, save the Father; and who the Father is, save the Son, and he to whom the 
Son willeth to reveal him. 
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23. And turning to the disciples, he said privately, Blessed are the eyes which 


see the things that ye see: 
24. For I say unto you, that many prophets and kings desired to see the things 
which ye see, and saw them not; and to hear the things which ye hear, and heard them not. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/t is not ye that speak, but the Spirit of your Father which 
speaketh in you.—Matt. 10:20. 


Jesus sent seventy messengers forth to prepare the way for 
his coming. 

We can each of us be messengers as were these seventy. We 
can send out to all we know, thoughts of love and peace and joy which 
will help to prepare them for the coming of the Christ... That is, for the 
coming of the knowledge of the coming of the Christ within them- 
selves. We need not speak the words aloud, but always when we meet 
people we should think thoughts of love and good will about them. 
Unconsciously their hearts will expand and that is preparing the way 
for the good to enter and fill their minds and hearts with Truth and 
light. 

The Christ Spirit is within everyone, but some people do not 
know it. They have never realized that the great all-powerful Spirit 
of Good is right inside of them, only waiting to be allowed to guide 
and guard them. When we send to such people thoughts of love and 
truth, we are preparing the way for the knowledge of all these things 
to come to them. Not only will we be helping others by our good 
thoughts, but they will all come back, laden with good for us. So we 
can keep on spreading good and receiving good until there is no dark 
spot in all our horizon. 

2.2 


LESSON 3, JANUARY 18 
THE GOOD SAMARITAN—Luke 10:25-37 


25. And behold, a certain lawyer stood up and made trial of him, saying, 
Teacher, what shall I do to inherit eternal life? 

26. And he said unto him, What is written in the law? how readest thou? 

27. And he answering said, Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy 
heart, and with all thy soul, and with all thy strength, and with all thy mind; and thy 
neighbor as thyself. : 

: 28. And he said unto him, Thou hast answered right: this do, and thou shalt 
ive. 

29. But he, desiring to justify himself, said unto Jesus, And who is my neighbor? 

30. Jesus made answer and said, A certain man was going down from Jeru- 
salem to Jericho; and he fell among robbers, who both stripped him and beat him, and 
departed, leaving him half dead. 

31. And by chance a certain priest was going down that way: and when he 
saw him, he passed by on the other side. 

32. And in like manner a Levite also, when he came to the place, and saw him, 
passed by on the other side. 

33. But a certain Samaritan, as he journeyed, came where he was: and when 
he saw him, he was moved with compassion, 
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34. And came to him, and bound up his wounds, pouring on them oil and wine; 
and he set him on his own beast, and brought him to an inn, and took care of him. 

5. And on the morrow he took out two shillings, and gave them to the host, 
and said, Take care of him; and whatsoever thou spendest more, I, when I come again, 
will repay thee. 

36. Which of these three, thinkest thou, proved neighbor unto him that fell 
among the robbers > 

37. And he said, He that showed mercy on him. And Jesus said unto him, 
Go, and do thou likewise. 


GoLpEN TExT—Thou shalt love thy neighbor as thyself.—Mark 12:31. 


The story of the good Samaritan is a splendid one, and is as 
good a-lesson for us as it was for the lawyer to whom Jesus told it. 
We should remember that our neighbors are not only those who live 
near us, but all those whom we meet. _ 

We should love them all. It is easy enough to love some peo- 
ple. Even the most selfish and cross people seem to thaw under-the 
influence of those who appeal to them. 

There is no credit due us for loving those few who are con- 
genial. We would do that whether we knew the truth or not. But 
when we learn to let into our minds only thoughts of love, when we 
love all of God’s creatures, then we are obeying the commandment. 
It isn’t as hard to love everybody as it would seem at first thought. Do 
you know that when we send love thoughts to all-those with whom 
we come in contact, we grow to see only the lovely and beautiful things 


about them? Their seeming faults and lacks fade away and we see 
only the good in them. Isn't that a more pleasant way of life than the 
fault-finding, unloving sort of way? . Try it and see. 
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LESSON 4, JANUARY 25 
SERVING JESUS—Luke 8:1-3; 9: 57-62; 10:38-42. 


1. And it came to pass soon afterwards, that he went about through cities and 
= preaching and bringing the good tidings of the kingdom of God, and with him the 
twelve, 

2. And certain women who had been healed of evil spirits and infirmities: Mary 
that was called Magdalene, from whom seven demons had gone out, 

3. And Joanna the wife of Chuzas Herod’s steward, and Susanna, and many 
others, who ministered unto them of their substance. 

57. And as they went on their way, a certain man said unto him, I will follow 
thee whithersoever thou goest. 

58. And Jesus said unto him, The foxes have holes, and the birds of the heaven 
have nests; but the Son of man hath not where to lay his head. 

59. And he said unto another, Follow me. But he said, Lord, suffer me first 
to go and bury my father. 

60. But he said unto him, Leave the dead to bury their own dead; but go thou 
and publish abroad the kingdom of God. 

61. And another also said, I will follow thee, Lord; but first suffer be to bid 
farewell to them that are at my 
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62. But Jesus said unto him, No man, having put his hand to the plow, and 
looking = is fit for the kingdom of God. 
8 


Now as they went on their way, he entered into a certain village: and a 
certain woman named Martha received him into her house. 


39. And she had a sister called Mary, who also sat at the Lord’s feet, and 
heard his word. 

40. But Martha was cumbered about much serving; and she came up to him, 
and said, Lord, dost thou not care that my sister did leave me to serve alone? bid her there- 
fore that she help me. 


41. But the Lord answered and said unto her, Martha, Martha, thou art anxious 
and troubled about many things: 


42. But one thing is needful: for Mary hath chosen the good part, which shall 


not be taken away from her. 

GoLpEN TEXxT—/nasmuch as ye did it unto one of these my brethren, even 
these least, ye did it unto me.—Matt. 25:40. 

During the lifetime of Jesus of Nazareth, his followers greatly 
desired to serve him. They were so thankful for the truths he had 
taught them that they wanted to express their gratefulness in service. 

We, too, want-to serve Jesus. That is, we want to serve the 
principle of good for which he stood. Although the man Jesus lived 
long ago, the truth he taught was for all of us, and we are as thankful 
as were Mary and Martha and the rest. 

All of us are anxious to serve, but many of us are uncertain as 
to the best way. 

There are many ways of serving the Spirit, and they are all 
good, but the best and highest service we can render is begun right 
inside our own minds and hearts. 

First, sit in the stillness and say, ““The Lord is in his holy tem- 
ple, let all the earth keep silent before him.”” The holy temple means 
our own bodies, and the earth means outside, unreal things—thoughts 
of greed or envy or malice. Let all these things keep silent, for in the 
temple of our Lord there is room only for the Good or God. In that 
way you see we drive out all dark, unreal thoughts from our minds and 
and hearts, and allow the great love-light of the Lerd or Spirit to flood 
our whole being. 

Some times, right at first, the dark thoughts want to return, but 
if we faithfully hold only thoughts of good, our bodies will become 
true temples of the living God. No unreal thoughts will find entrance 
there and only good will be attracted to us. Then we cannot but give 
love and joy and courage to all those with whom we come in contact. 
This is true service. 
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LESSON 5, FEBRUARY | 
THE UNFRIENDLY NEIGHBOR—Luke 11 :1-13. 


1. And it came to pass, as he was praying in a certain place, that when he 
ceased, one of his disciples said unto him, Lord, teach us to pray, even as John also taught 
his disciples. 

2. And he said unto them, When ye pray, say, Father, Hallowed be thy name. 
Thy kingdom come. 

3. Give us day by day our daily bread. 

4. And forgive us our sins; for we ourselves also forgive every one that is in- 
debted to us. And bring us not into temptation. 

5. And he said unto them, Which of you shall have a friend, and shall go 
unto him at midnight, and say to him, Friend, lend me three loaves; 

6. For a friend of mine is come to me from a journey, and I have nothing to set 
before him; 

7. And he from within shall answer and say, Trouble me not: the door is now 
shut, and my children are with me in bed; I cannot rise and give thee? 

8. I say unto you, Though he will not rise and give him because he is his friend, 
yet because of his importunity he will arise and give him as many as he needeth. 

9. And I say unto you, Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; 
knock, and it shall be opened unto you. 

10. For every one that asketh receiveth; and he that seeketh findeth; and to 
him that knocketh it shall be opened. 

11. And of which of you that is a father shall his son ask a loaf, and he give 
him a stone? or a fish, and he for a fish give him a serpent? 

12. Or if he shall -ask an egg, will he give him a scorpion? 

13. If ye then, being evil, know how to give good gifts unto your children, how 
much more shall your heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit to them that ask him? 

GoLDEN TEXxT—Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; knock, 
and it shall be opened unto you.—Luke || :9. 


When the disciples asked Jesus to teach them to pray, he gave 
them the beautiful prayer which we all know, and more than that, he 
gave them the key which would unlock unto them all good. Jesus 
did not teach that prayer should be a begging plea from worms in the 
dust, asking for that which is far too good for them—he taught them 
to pray as children asking the Father for that which rightfully be- 
longed to them. The key which he gave them is contained in the 
Golden Text—"“‘Ask, and it shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find; 
knock, and it shall be opened unto you.” 

If we want love, health, happiness or prosperity, all we need 
do is to ask for it. We should seek it believing that it is here for us, 
and we will get it. But we must have faith. We must know that the 
Source of all supply is open to every one of us as children of the 
Almighty. 


When we ask with the same assurance that a little one asks - 


its parents for food and drink, absolutely certain of ering our 
prayers will always be answered. 
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WEE WISDOM 


THE NEST 
BLANCHE SAGE HASELTINE 


HE inside of the nest just now feels like a partly inflated 
balloon. Under the soft lining there seems to be some- 
thing moving, rising and falling, turning and twisting. It 
is the Life fairy beginning to awaken all her children. 
All over the earth this wonderful fairy is awakening the 
seeds and trees and reminding them that there is life, life, 

life, and nothing but life; that they must begin to grow if they are 
to be beautiful and useful when summer comes again. The world 
looks brown and seer now, and we will not see the result of this 
awakening until springtime, but it is beginning away down in the 
heart of things. 

Our little nest is a turbulent center of life everlasting, and our 
good thought fairies are carrying the message of warm life to every 
Wisdom. When you read this just sit down and close your eyes and 
say: 


““Good-thought fairy, | am ready to receive your message of 
life—life more abundant—life everlasting—life, life, life’ —and soon 
you will feel all nice and warm inside, clear down to your finger tips 
and toes. Then you may feel sure that you have received the message. 


A Story for the Quiet Hour 


“Mother, kitty-cat had a secret and | found it out. I don’t 
think she minded though, because when | found her she just purred.”’ 

*“And where did you find her, Sylvia>”’ 

‘That is part of the secret, but kitty-cat won't care if | tell you. 
You know lately, every day at lunch time, I have had to call her over 
and over. It took her so long to come. | have been trying to guess 
where she spent her mornings. Just after breakfast this morning she 
asked me to let her out doors, and I watched her go ‘round the house. 
Then I slipped out right easy and followed her, and mother, you'd 
never guess where she went. Right around on the south side by the 
porch she had dug herself a nice little bed in the snow. Just think, 
mother, in the cold snow. I laughed at her, but she seemed as warm 
and comfy and the sun was shining down on her. When | picked 
her up do you know her fur felt just as warm?” 
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“Yes, little daughter, kitty-cat knew that the snow would pro- 
tect her from the wind and she chose a place where the sun would 
shine and keep her warm. The snow is a blanket through all the long 
winter and keeps the little seeds in the ground cozy and warm.’ 

“But mother, when you make snow-balls your hands nearly 
freeze.” 

“That is because you do not use it in the right way. The peo- 
ple in the cold north countries make their houses of snow and ice. 
They keep the bitter winds out.” 

“I never would have thought of snow keeping folks warm, 
mother. It seems so cold.” 

“Sylvia, kitty-cat was wiser than you. She knew that warmth 
could be found in a snow nest if she went at it in the right way. There 
are people who seem as cold and forbidding as the snow, but they 
who are wise know that right within them is a spark of warm love 
which can be found if they try hard enough.”’ 

“Uncle Jim,” confided Sylvia that night, “don’t it look to you 
and kitty-cat as though mother meant Aunt Sarah? She does look 
awful cross and cold, and she snaps so, but way down inside | feel like 
maybe it would be nice to find her love spot. : 


Pillow Verse 


Love and happiness and joy, 

Life and health for girl and boy; 

When I go to bed at night, 

I just hold that good and tight. 

¥ 

A house is built of brick and stones, of sills and posts and piers; 
But a home is built of loving deeds that stand a thousand years. 
A house, though but an humble cot within its walls may hold, 
A home of priceless beauty rich in Love’s eternal gold. 


The men of earth build houses—halls and chambers, roofs and domes, 

But the women of the earth—God knows! The women build the 
homes. 

Eve could not stray from Paradise, for oh! no matter where 

Her gracious presence lit the way, lo! Paradise was there! 


—Selected. 
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BETTY’S BUSY BEES 


Mary BREWERTON DE WITT 
Chapter IV—A Story from Grandma 


] HEN Bab entered the Morrell’s yard the following Saturday, 
a twelve-year-old, yellow-headed, freckled-face boy fol- 
lowed closely at her heels, carrying a small pail in one hand. 

Betty came running to the gate to meet them, and 
at the same time Edith and Clare appeared from the oppo- 
site direction. Clare called loudly: 

‘Hello, Bob Brownel, are you going to sew, too?” 

“Hello yourself, Miss Brown Eyes; maybe | will,”’ he shouted 
back as though Clare were way down the street. 

“I’m not deaf, Mr. Bob, thank you!” 

“You can’t tease Bob at all,” said Betty, standing first on one 
foot, then on the other. 

“You'll wear out your shoes,’ suggested Edith timidly. 

“Betty Morrell is the lady I came to call on,”’ said Bob pomp- 
ously, bringing their attention back to himself. 

“Don't you want to buy my berries, Betty>’’ continued that 
young gentleman with a twinkle in his eye. 

“Well, you see,”’ seriously replied Betty, ‘perhaps grandma 
might.” 

“Oh, look at his berries,” enthusiastically cried Clare, who was 
peeping into Bob’s pail. ‘“Where did you find them? | never saw 
so big on the vines where | went, and we can’t find any now; do tell 
us, Bob, where they grow.” 

“Tl can tell you that,” interrupted Bab. “He found them in 
our back yard, where he planted them himself. They’re tame berries.”’ 

“Oh, pshaw!”’ exclaimed Bob, with a pretense of annoyance, 
‘what makes you tell everything? Say, Betty, I’m not so particular 
about selling these. I'll make you a present of them, and you may 
sell them if you like and buy something for your Sunshine Society.” 

“Oh, Bob, you’re a darling!”” and Betty rushed at him and 
hugged him. Bob made a dash for the gate, and tore home at a 
break-neck pace. The three girls burst out laughing. 

“Betty Morrell, what made you?’ exclaimed Bab, but Betty 
paid no attention. She was screaming after him: 

“Bob, you're the nicest boy in the world.” 

“T'll tell him,” said Bab. “Do look, girls, he’s peeping at us 
through the parlor curtains. I guess he heard you, Betty.” 

‘ At this moment Mrs. Morrell appeared at the door. 
“What a noise, children; do you know you're five minutes 


late?” 
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“Look, look, grandma, what Bob gave me; wasn’t it nice of - 
him?’’—and Betty held up the pail of berries for hes grandmother 
to see. 
“It was very kind of Bob,” said Mrs. Morrell, when she had 
heard all about it from the children, who all tried to talk at once. 
sae “Bob is a very kind-hearted boy if he is rather given to slang,” 
said she. 


“Mother corrects him all the time, Mrs. Morrel, but it is such 
a habit with him,”’ said Bab. 
“He will outgrow it in time, | suppose, for he is a good, well 
meaning boy.” 
“Bob will do anything for Betty; he calls her a trump and a 
peach,” said Bab. 
“Come, hurry in,’” and Mrs. Morrell opened the front door 
wide for them to pass through. 
“Take off your bonnets and get to work, for time waits for 
no man.” 
After stitching awhile Edith shyly looked up. 
“Mrs. Morrell, | think my mother would buy those berries 
from Betty. She said she wanted some for pies, didn’t she, Clare?” 
“Yes,” answered Clare, turning to Mrs. Morrell, “‘and mamma 
will bake this afternoon,-so Edith and | will take them home when we 
go. Then we could give the money to the secretary at school Mon- 
day; that is, unless you were going to buy them yourself, Mrs. 
Morrell.” 
““No, my dear, I do not need any today, and Betty will be glad, 
I dare say, to have Mrs. Carrington take them.” 
“Yes,” assented Betty, pulling her thread with a jerk. 
“Clare, suppose you overlook the sewing, and | will read a 
story to you if you would like,” said grandma. 
“Oh, yes, do!" came a chorus of voices. 
“Grandma can tell lovely stories,’” suggested Betty. 
Yes, yes, please tell it,”’ cried all of the children at once. 
“Very well,” and Mrs. Morrel began: Once upon a time there 
lived a king who owned a large kingdom, and had many retainers be- 
longing to the castle, beside knights and soldiers devoted to his service. 
There came a day when the king felt that he would like to know of 
that which took place within his kingdom; he desired to know how his 
people fared, for he was a righteous king, caring for his subjects, and 
doing all in his power to relieve them from any distress. 

_ He called unto him three well-meaning knights, and sent them 
forth to inquire into the needs of the people, and then they were to 
return and bring him news of their manners and occupations, beside 
finding out from them their wishes and desires. 
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The knights sent upon this quest went by the names of Sir 
Forgetful, Sir Make Haste and Sir Vigilant. 

The directions given to the first were to keep to the right, and 
to keep his eyes open, and to remember all he saw upon the way. The 
directions to the second were to keep to the left, and to look for a 
lesson in the least thing that came his way. The directions to the third 
were to keep straight ahead, and to gather all the knowledge he pos- 
sibly could. At the end of a fortnight they were to return to the royal 
palace, and report to their king. 

Upon the day set for their arrival at the palace, the three 
knights appeared in the presence of their king. His royal highness 
received them in state, and seated upon his throne, he spoke thus to 
the first knight: 

“Stand forth, Sir Forgetful, and answer me these questions: 
‘In what direction went ye forth from our castle grounds?’ ” 

“Your highness, | beg to say, I forgot the route mapped out, 
therefore | took a roundabout course.” 

‘““What saw ye on your way, Sir Knight?” 

“Your highness, | saw sparrows on the road between here and 
Temple Town.” 

“But what of the people, my subjects, Sir Forgetful?’’ 

“Your gracious majesty, | cannot remember just what they ° 
said or did, but it seemed that they complained.”’ 

“Brought ye back nothing to the royal castle for your king?” 

“Nay, your most gracious majesty’—and the knight bent 
low his head as in shame. “I saw two singing birds, ‘but forgot to 
carry them hence unto your highness.” 

The king turned to the second knight. ‘Stand forth, Sir Make 
Haste, and state unto us the way ye took.” 

“Your sovereign majesty, the way was long, therefore | took a 
shorter cut, and hurried on my way.” 

“What saw ye, Sir Knight? Let us hear of those that passed 
ye on the road.” 

‘My haste was great, therefore the dust was beneath my feet, 
and this I saw and nothing more, your highness.” 

“Brought ye aught to your king?” 

“Your gracious majesty, a noble charger | found and paid for 
him in good gold coin, but I could not wait; they were long in harness- 
ing him as would be fitting for a monarch.” 

Here the king turned to the third and last knight. “Stand 
forth, Sir Vigilant. Did ye keep the course assigned unto ye?” 

“Yes, your highness, straight before me | took my way, as the 
arrow flies from the bow.” : 

““What saw ye on your way, Sir Knight?” 
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‘People, your highness, of all kinds and conditions; some joy- 
ous, some light-hearted, but many suffering and unhappy.”’ 

“Tell us, Sir Vigilant, why do they suffer?” 

“From complaints and disobedience, your majesty.” 

““Where find ye happiness and joy?” 

“In those that are poor, yet content, uncomplaining, doing 
for one another in love and tenderness, and receiving all that comes 
in meekness and gratitude as from their God and King.” 

“Sir Vigilant, we do not ask if thou hast a gift for thy king.” 

The knight dropped upon one knee, and holding forth his 
right hand said, ‘“‘Most gracious majesty, if thou wilt accept, I bring 
to thee this pearl.” 

“Stand up, Sir Vigilant; thy king accepts and honors thy gift. 
Thy name shall henceforth be Lord Noble Heart, for thou hast used 
thought and discretion, and fearest not the truth; but bear thy name 
in silence, for from henceforth | make all my vassals and knights, and 
all my kingdom equal. If they can bear equality they do well, but 
abusing the privilege they of themselves suffer for their own mis- 
takes.” 

The decree was sent forth on the following day, but though 
the word was carried from mouth to mouth, few observed it in spirit, 
’ and suffering continued in the homes of many. The cause of all their 
misery was disobedience and inattention to the law. 

The king did all in his power for his kingdom, but the people 
still suffer from lack of knowledge, not understanding the royal de- 
cree; nor do they appreciate all their king has done for them. 

Mrs. Morrell ceased speaking. 

“Is that all the story, grandma?’’ asked Betty. 

“That is all.” 

“But it means a lot, I expect,’’ returned Edith, who was grow- 
ing out of her timidity and often joined in conversation with the 
others. 

“Yes, there is a lesson in the story,” answered grandma. 

“It was a splendid story; but what became of the two dis- 
obedient knights>”’ asked Bab. 

“Their failure brought its own punishment, for their own 
consciences showed them their stupidity.” 

“Didn't the king punish them?’”’ asked Clare. 

“No, for a real king never gives punishments, but leaves the 
experiences, or lesson, to bring its own punishment or reward. If we 
do right for right’s sake the feeling within the heart is reward enough, 
and favors and kindnesses follow all good deeds. But, there, I'll tell 
you no more; think it out for yourselves. It is high time to put away 


the work—five minutes to twelve.” 
(To be continued.) 
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Royal, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no idl 

Requirements for membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary of 
the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports—All reports must be in by the Gfth of the month before the date 
of issue. xe 


5 | HRISTMAS is over and the Boosters have all gathered to 
Se show each other their gifts. All faces are smiling and 
happy, for each has realized the birth of the Christ Child 
within. 
And the new toys that the jolly Boosters are play- 
: ing with! My, but they are gorgeous! Here is a bright 
red automobile which carries its owner wherever he wishes. It is never 
tired but always ready to do its duty. The name is printed in bold 
letters so that all may read, ““Willingfeet.” 

Here is a little girl with a doll that smiles and speaks so softly 
and sweetly that it sounds like silver bells. The little girl has many . 
friends about her listening to the doll. The doll’s name is ‘‘Gentle- S 
voice.” Here is a Booster with an electric torch which, when the 
button is pressed, fills the whole room with a beautiful white light. 
This light goes out ever so far and penetrates to the darkest corners, 
so that people say, “Why, I never knew before what a beautiful world 
this is."’ This electric torch never wears out, and brings great happi- 
ness to the possessor every time it is lighted. The name on it is—look 
closely; for you will find it in modest, small type. Yes, that is right, 
dear, the name is “Lovingthoughts.” 

And so every Booster in the room has a toy most beautiful, 
and there is a whole treeful from which may be chosen whatever else 
may be desired. Everything 1 is free, it is Christ's gift to you. Help 
yourself! 

Hark! There is a knock at the door. 

Let’s rush to welcome the visitor. Maybe it is someone else 
who wishes to come in and show us Boosters his presents. 

As we open the door, in steps a little child clad in a golden 
cloud, lined with silver shimmer. He steps in, and the great clock 

: heralds his coming with twelve deep-toned salutes. 
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“Good morning, children,” he cries. ‘You are now in the 
presence of the New Year. I am the child who last night was an old 
man.- | am the infancy of New Year. Do as you will with me; I am 
at your service: 

“| have with me three hundred and sixty-five uncut diamonds, 
which I give you as days. You may throw them away or polish them 
into great, bright, radiating suns of joy. Each one of these jewels has 
twenty-four golden hours in which to set it. I see that you have many 
toys—the “‘willingfeet,’’ the ‘‘gentlevoice,”” the “lovingthought.” 
These are the tools with which to shape the uncut days, and fashion 
them into the golden hours. No man-made instrument of the finest 
skill can produce such ornaments as you have the power to fashion. 
These jewels cannot be stolen from you, but are set firmly in each 
heart and radiate their brilliance through your face. 

“Il am a child, dear Boosters, but | give you these New Year 
gifts. | am made happy or sad by your treatment of my gifts. Each 
jewel must be cut and set in its golden hours else it fades and disap- 
pears. 
Our little visitor opens a bag of new year resolutions and says 
that he is ready to receive such promises as we wish to make. I see 
little Violet looking at the Booster pin. Yes, dear, we shall, everyone 
of us, pledge ourselves to follow the example of the three wise mon- 
keys. Hear no evil, see no evil, and speak no evil. 


Our visitor has taken a seat with us and is listening, so let's 
hear the reports from the clubs. 

The Happy Thought Boosters are with us. Elizabeth, tell us 
about them. 


Grand Rapids, Wis. 

Dear Boosters—We had a special meeting at our house Friday, Nov. 14th, 
after school. The meeting was held at this time because two of our members, wha live 
out of the city could come then. There were twelve present. We decided on having 
meetings once every two weeks. Mamma read us the letters we received from Miss Mary 
Brewerton de Witt, and “‘St. Valentine’s Day,” out of “‘Jewel’s Story Book.’” We 
played games and had a delightful time. Last Sunday, after the meeting, we all took a 
walk around the city. It was rather cold out so we walked rather fast. Much love to 
all the Boosters. From the HAPPY THOUGHT BoosTERs, Elizabeth Paulus, Sec. 

P. S.—Our members are Karl, Ruth and Conrad Witte, Margaret and Walter 
Henderson, Roy King, Justin Wood, Miss M. Griffeth, George, Cornelis and Elizabeth 
Paulus, Mrs. Stella Paulus. 


Last month their report came too late for you to hear. 

Of course the Truth Seekers are here. Do you know what 
they have done? They gave a dollar to the Booster Fund for sending 
Wisdom to any children or grownups who need her visits but can’t 
pay her traveling expenses! Do you know of anyone to send Wisdom 
to? Send me the name if you think they would like to have her call. 
Wisdom is willing to go wherever her visits are needed. 
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St. Louis, Mo. 
Dear Boosters—In our last report we told you that we were making a quilt for 
a baby girl. It looked very beautiful after it was finished. We took it to the baby’s 
mother and she was very well pleased. Some of our members have moved, and two of 
our officers, so we have appointed new ones. Inclosed you will find $1 for Wisdom’s 
Christmas ‘present from The Truth Seekers. Wishing all the Wees and Wisdoms a 
merry Christmas and a happy New Year. THE TRUTH SEEKERS, 
Irene Bonacker, Temporary Sec. 
We have a new club in Kearney, Neb. Amy and Ona Kindt 
are working hard to show the happy way to their friends. Here are 
their pictures! Aren't they bright little girls! 
Kearney, Neb. 
Dear WispomM—Mry sister Amy and I thought it would be nice to have a club, 
so my sisters, Sylvia and Lois, helped us get a club. We had the meeting December | 3th. 
My sister Amy was elected president ; 
Odie Bell, a friend of Amy’s, was 
elected secretary. There were two 
vice-presidents; we voted twice—it 
always came out even. ‘The vice- 
presidents are Edgar Mollady and 
Albert Schlattmann, and I am treas- 
urer. For refreshments we had co- 
coa, sandwiches, cookies, cake and 
jelly. We named our club “‘The 
Wisdom Club.”” We had eleven 
members December | 3th; we were 
Amy Kindt expecting eighteen, but only eleven Ona Kindi 
came. December | 3th was a nice ; 
day. We are going to have the next meeting at our house at 2 o'clock, December 19th. 
We have only one week vacation. Wispom Cus, Ona Kindi, Treas. 


The Love and Truth Society has been organized in Richmond, 
Va., by Miss Willie C. Vaughn, 1111 West Main St. Any Wisdoms 
in Richmond should join the club. 


Richmond, Va. 

Dear WispomM—I am a subscriber to Unity, Weekly Unity and Wispom. I 
am quite interested in the work. I have three little nephews and have been reading the 
little stories in WISDOM to them and they enjoy them so much. I have decided to form a 
Booster Club for them, and they want me-to be president. Kindly send us a Booster Bank. 
I want them to put one-tenth of whatever they make-in it, and at Christmas to use it to 
make some poor person glad. I want to instill the principle of Love and Truth in them, 
and I thought it would be a good name to call our society ““The Love and Truth Society” ; 
what do you think of it, or would you suggest some other name for us? I give you the 
three names: Leonard C. Ellis, Blanton C. Ellis, William C. Ellis. We will try to make 
our lives of some use in the world. Kindly let us know if you have a society here in 


Richmond. _ Yours in Love, (Miss) Willie C. Vaughn. 
Here are the Unity Boosters. They have just had a great 
Christmas celebration and have a full report of it. Lucas will tell you 


ar Kansas City, Mo. 
Dear WispomM—This is our New Year letter. We wish all the Boosters a 
happy and prosperous New Year. We are so glad and happy that WisDoM has had such 
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a prosperous year. We praise and give thanks and know it will have many, many more, 
for we could not get along without it now, for it aids all of us Boosters so much to help us . 
to remember to “‘See no evil, hear no evil and speak no evil,’” as it comes fresh each month 
with the good deeds and the overcomings of the other Boosters. I must tell you of our 
Christmas time at Unity. "We had an entertainment, with a big tree and a real live Santa 
Claus. We all helped, and our Santa Claus was the best Santa I ever saw, and I am 
sure he was a Booster. The tree was loaded with good things for all, and we Boosters 
helped so much to give every one a good time. We sang at the top of our voices: 


“Rapture thrills our hearts, for the Royal Child is born; 
Ring the Christmas bells, ring the Christmas bells. - 
Happy is the world for the dawning of this morn; 
Ring the bells, ring the bells, ring the Christmas bells,” 


and we are trying to make it practical by seeing the Christ Child in every one. Now comes 
the New Year, and we are wishing every other Booster in the world a New Year filled 
with love and blessings. We send a message of joy and gladness to every one who needs 
a ray of sunshine, and we will try and say kind words and do loving deeds for all. We 
want to be loyal Boosters and have the light of God’s love in our faces. We want above 
all things this New Year to live the life of real loyal, sure-enough Boosters, and help all 
the other Boosters to do the same. Happy New Year, Brother and Sister Boosters. 
Unity Boosters, Lucas Tylekins, Sec. 


Now comes Aunt Mary with a report from Sir Tammie of 
Orange, with pictures of Little Miss Toohy, General Jean of Orange 
and Prince Opalia, Millionaire Baby. 


_A Letter from Sir Tammie 


Dear Friends—Happy New Year to you all! Don’t you want to hear about 
our Cat Show? We are having a great time! Saturday, December sixth, was our first 
day, and we had a lot of visitors, women, men and children. The show is to last for two 
weeks, doors open every day from 2 p. m. to9 p. m. We have two rooms full of cats— 
our own and borrowed cats. A lady would have lent a real wild-cat, a woods one that 
she tamed, but they thought he might break his cage down. Dear me, I did want to see 

him! I am sending a cata- 

logue to Wispom’s mother, so 
that she and Royal may read 
all of our names, though there 
were more cats here than are 
mentioned in the catalogue. 
All of our cages are like those 
used in the big shows, and all 
are lined and decorated beau- 
tifully. Aunt Helen made the 
| cages herself, while Aunt 
| Mary made the tufted cush- 
: jons. My cage is lined with 
Gen'l Jean of Orange Prince Opalia green and Swami’s is red. The 

kittens have a larger cage and 

many cushions and cubby holes in little boxes for them to play about in. * Their cage is 
lined with pink flannel; the ground has little yellow chickens on it, but our kittens know bet- 
ter than to try and chase those chickens. My cage is next to Jean's, and at the head of the 
line is Lady Topaz with all her many pendants and silver cup. She is so proud! She 
scuffles up her cage every time they put her in, and twists all about to have people look at 
her. She certainly is a “‘daisy,”” or a “peach,” if I may be allowed the slang, though an 
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orange, I should say, to be more correct. Jean and I are orange Persians. Topaz is an 
orange tabby—tabby means the markings on her sides. The people that come vote for the 
best cat. There’s a little box with a slit in it. In that you drop your vote which is the 
written number on the cage of your favorite cat. What do you think! I had the most 
votes given me on the first day; on the second day Jean got the most; on the third day Jean 
went ahead by one. The cat receiving the greatest number of votes is to have a silver cup 
presented at the last day of the show. We think big black Swami Josef will get it. His 
coat is very long and thick; glossy black with not a white hair on him. Jean is a favorite, 
too. His cage is lined with blue, and teddy bears sitting up drinking out of bowls. Jear 
likes his cage and does not make any fuss. Orange Betty behaves, too. Her white ruff 
looks lovely over her orange colored back and shoulders. None of my friends care for 
Betty—only Swami Josef and I like her. I won't tell what Swami and I do to each 
other if we are alone together, but they never let us be alone, not since the first time. Boost- 
ers ought never to fight. That reminds me! Many of our Boosters came to the Cat Show! 
I will also tell you that we had large meetings at our last Flower Club gatherings. There 
were fifteen present, and we have thirty-three members, you see! They get cards with mot- 
toes on them. One motto was, ““My garden grows in beauty.”’ I don’t get any card, for 
I like to chew it, and Aunt Mary says, “Don’t chew 
your card, it’s made to look at!"’ I like better to 
eat things than to look at them, specially my raw 
meat and crackers at five o'clock every evening. 
The kittens tear around like wild things when their 
food comes, and the first one to finish rushes to an- 
other one’s saucer. Black Feather never waits to 
finish, but runs over to see what Miss Toohy has in 
hers. Little Miss Toohy (not Tooky) is named for 
a lovely Southern lady living in California. I am 
sending Miss Toohy’s picture, and also one of Gen- 
eral Jean and Prince Opalia the Millionaire Baby, 
taken on the upstairs balcony. We call the latter 
Creamy” for short; he is a beautiful shade of pale Litile Miss Toohy 

cream. He is a great singer. Aunt Mary let him 

sleep on her bed once, and he thought he must entertain her, so he sang as loud as he could. 
No one could sleep for the music. Some of the kittens are to be sold for pets. I will tell 
you in another letter who gets the silver cup. Best wishes for all the year. 


Yours sincerely, SiR TAMMIE OF ORANGE, 
per his secretary, Mary B: de Witt. 


The Good Deed Club is with us this month. Dorothy will 
tell us about the good deeds this club is doing now. 


San Jose, Cal. 
Dear WispoM—We had our club meeting last Friday. We are making things 


for little orphans, and Love books with pictures that represent Love, and we are making a 
quilt. All around the edge of the quilt is a broad band of white, and in the center there 
are pink and white squares, and every one is a square with a rabbit on it. We told you in 
the last letter about the baby outfit that we made, and that we could suggest a name for it. 
The baby was named June Floretta Golden. We are going to send the things we are 
making for it, Christmas. With love from THE Goop Deep CLup, 
Dorothy Roberts, Sec. 


Ruth Meagher who used to be a very active member of the 
Good Deed Club, has moved to San Francisco, and is writing us a_nice 
letter. 
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San Francisco, Cal. 
Dear WispomM—The last time I wrote to you, I wrote from the Good Deed Club 
in San Jose, but now I am living in San Francisco, and belong to the Sunshine Club. We 
have very nice meetings, and everyone comes with a smile. We are making things for 
Christmas. The boys are making things of wood, and the girls are sewing. Some are 
making clothes for children, and others are dressing dolls. About two weeks ago our 
Sunday School had a party and we all had a lovely time. With love and wisdom to every 
one, SUNSHINE CLUB, Ruth Meagher. 

I wish that Ruth would see to it that the Sunshine Club sends 
us a report so that we may enroll them as a branch of the Boosters. 
Will you tell us about the Sunshine Club, Ruth? 

From Charleston, West Virginia, Mary Belle sends greetings. 

Charleston, West Va. 
Dear Wisdoms—I hope we shall all have just the happiest, jolliest Christmas 
there ever was. Old Santa Claus visited me last year and brought me lots of things that 
I wished for very much. I wish that I could start a Booster Club, but I am unable to do 
so. I belong to the Young Women’s Christian Association in this city, and we are planning 
for good times with the little orphans in the Davis Child Shelter. We are dressing dolls 
and piecing quilts for the girls, and I think will buy toys for the boys. Just before Christ- 
mas we will invite them to come to the big gymnasium, and there will be fine times around 
a very large Christmas tree. ‘Won't that be lovely? With love to all the Wisdoms, I 
am your ever devoted Mary Belle Johnston. 

Opal Lamb is going to start a club in San Diego, Cal. Leland 
Stanford is helping her. Any Wisdoms in San Diego can reach the 
new club by addressing Opal at 2900 Georgia St. 

Nathalie Helen Kuhn is giving fifty cents for the Booster Fund 
to send Wisdom to those who cannot pay her traveling expenses. 
Thank you, Nathalie! 

Well, dears, this finishes the Booster reports for the first month 
of the new year. | see that our little visitor is listening with attention, 
and as the last report is read he murmurs, “‘Go on.” 

“But that is.the last report,” | answer him. He seems so dis- 
appointed to hear that we have no more! I think that it would be lots 
of fun to have a whole bunch of reports, one from each club, so that 
next month he will have enough to keep him interested for some time. 
Don’t you? 

How many clubs will report next month? Every one is prom- 
ising, so | know that we shall have an abundance of club reports for 
February. Remember, February is the Valentine month, so it would 
be cute to have the club reports in the form of valentines, written from 
each club to all the other clubs. Now, get busy, dear Wisdoms, and 
write a nice valentine to the other Wisdoms. Remember, you must 
have it in by the fifteenth of January. 

; Since there are no more reports to be heard, we shall now close 
the meeting and go out to our homes to see how much good we can do 
during this beautiful new year. | shall use my new toys every day. 
Are you going to? 


Twenty 


THE TRUTH CHILD’S ROSARY 
AUNT MYRTLE 


God is my help in every need; All things I am, can do, and be 

God does my every hunger feed. Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 
God walks beside me, guides my way, God is my health, I can’t be sick; 
Through every moment of the dav. God is my strength, unfailing, quick. 

I now am wise, | now am true, God is mv All—I know no fear, 

Patient, kind, and loving, too. Since God and Love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah Moore Kohaus. 


The six little verses given above are for you to put on your 
memory-string, like beads that some little children are given to count 
so as to help them remember good things. 

Every one of these six rhymes is a little prayer that will help 
you to remember how to be wise and brave-and true and well. 

Once upon a time when Royal was a laddie, we were summer- 
ing at Manitou among the mountains. One day he wandered off all 
by himself to explore the wonders of the ““Crystal Park,” way up on 
one of the high peaks. 

All went merrily till the sun hid behind the mountains and 
left dark shadows standing round. Then he thought of home, and 
sought for the path by which he came, but no path could be found. 
Terror seized him at the thought of a night lost in the mountains, with 
possibly wild beasts for company. Then like a light breaking into his 
mind, he remembered this verse of the little prayer: 


““God walks beside me, guides my way, 
Through every moment of the day.” 


It was like somebody coming to show him out and he felt calm 
and trustful. Then, do you know, he looked round and there was the 
path, just as plain as could be, that led right down to the street. And 
you can ask him yourself, if this little prayer has not helped him out of 
lots of tangles. 

Mrs. Leedy says she has had it printed on cards and given 
them to the children of Seattle, and it has done wonders. She lets 
them pick out the verse they like best, and that pleases them. In a 
family of three children, every one took a different verse and made 
beautiful demonstrations. One little girl liked “unfailing, quick,” 
and it helped her do things right away—‘‘now.”’ One little boy dem- 
onstrated over “‘fights’’ with one line. Another made his father stop 
whipping him with the line, “Patient, kind and loving, too."” Some 
healed themselves of fear of darkness, instantly, with the second 
couplet; some of timidity and bashfulness with the fourth one. She 
says the more she works with it the more marvelous it grows. So 
my Wisdoms, use these little verses and they will always work like 
magic for the Good. 
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HOW TO FIND THINGS 


EMMA HARRINGTON TEEL - 


“Mamma, I've lost my wings,’ was the astonishing greeting 
of a certain little cherub as he bounded into the room where mother 
sat sewing. 

True she did not expect to see one of those little fellows with- 
out any clothes, and even no downy wings, as she looked up at the 
little, freckle-faced, white-headed cherub in blue waist and overalls, 
but she could not help smiling at the thought of the contrast. 

‘Help me know there’s nuthin’ ever lost,” he continued. 

“Wouldn't it be better to know that you put things where 
they belong when you are through with them. Then papa won't have 
to spend so much time looking for his tools." 

“Yep, | wish you'd help me, and then | wouldn't ketch it 
every time sumpin’s lost.” 

The busy seven-year-old had a desire to express himself in 
making things and would become so absorbed in the thought of 
creation that tools were dropped just where they were used and were 
never remembered again until wanted by some one else. Then he 
would call on mother to invoke Wisdom to help think where he had 
left them. 

So mother and son got quiet with the thought: ‘“Wisdom es- 
tablishes divine order in my mind and affairs, and I remember to put 
things where they belong.” 

This quietness was closed by an eager little voice: ‘‘Say, 
mamma, I know where that monkey-wrench is now. It’s out where 
sister and | were fixin’ the postoffice. We’s usin’ it to hammer up 
the box.” 

“You'd better go put it in the tool-box, hadn't you?” asked 
mother, smiling. 

“N’ I know where my wings is too. They’ re on the fence 
where I climbed over comin’ from the swimmin’ hole’’—for these 
wings were not airy things of down and feathers, but patent affairs to 
be inflated and used by a small boy in learning to swim. 


A little girl wrote the following composition on ‘‘Man:” 

“Men are what women marry. They drink and smoke and 
swear, but don’t go to church. Perhaps if they wore bonnets they 
would. They are more logical than women and also more zoological. 
Both men and women sprung from monkeys, but the women spring 
further than the men.” 
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YOUTH 


THE VINEYARD 


ELIZABETH E. PETTINGER 
Chapter IV 


KT | O, there’s no use my asking 
again. Father won't let me 
go to the hop. He says high 
school girls are too young to 
attend dances and—oh, 
Louise, if you only knew 


blame me for wanting to run 
off and do things anyway!’ Mildred 
Galor hung her hat and coat in her locker 


~ and waited for Louise who had just en- 


tered the cloak room. “I love to dance 
but it isn’t that—it’s—it’s not doing what 
other girls my age do, and—if mother 
couldn’t live with father, I don’t see how 
she expected me to! I guess she didn’t 
care anything about me.’” 
“Well, your father does or he’d let you 
go wherever you choose.”” Louise took off 
the simple, girlish hat and hung it beside 
her sweater. “‘But it’s a shame you can’t 
go! Does he know that lots of older 
ple will be there—that he himself pea. at 
and watch you dance? Did you tell him 
the school-board had it in charge, and that 


_ Professor Berger will be on the floor all 


the time to see that only nice dances are 


allowed?” 
“No, I didn’t tell him anything for the 


simple reason he didn’t give me a chance. 


_ He read about it in the paper before I said 


anything, and he. immediately began to 
storm and told me not even to mention it. 
I couldn’t go and he didn’t want the trouble 


. of arguing about something there was no 


how stern father is you'd not . 


object in. I couldn’t go to dances until I 
was out of school. So there it stopped. 
never even answered him. Sometimes I’m 
tempted to just cut loose and do as I please 
—TI’m almost seventeen, and in another year 
I will do as I please!’”’ 

“Mildred, I’m going to have mother 
talk to your father about the dance. She'll 
tell him it’s going to be nice and that she'll 
take care of you. You don’t mind if she 
goes over to see him, do you? You don't 
need to know anything about it.” 

“Do you think she would! He’d listen 
to her and—really I don’t think he means 
to be anything but careful of me, but he’s 
so selfish. All he wants is not to be both- 
ered with arranging things, and it’s easier 
just to say ‘you can’t,’ than to think up 
some way of letting me do like other girls. 
I don’t wish mother were back, for she only 
makes things worse, but I wish my mother 
was like yours.” 

A rustle of silk petticoat, a visjon of hair, 
feathers and fur, the tap, tap, tap of high- 
heeled boots and a succession of giggles an- 
nounced the arrival of Leola Miller. “Oh 
girls! I’ve had the most exciting experi- 
ence! I can’t get my breath, I’m so wild 
with curiosity! There’s’a new boy in town, 
and the handsomest! He’s tall and dark 
with the most expressive eyes and nice 
straight creases in his trousers and curly 
black hair.” She lowered her tone as Mrs. 
Cranston, the principal, passed through the 
hallway, but continued in an undertone, 
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“*He was walking down the street and when 
he saw me he followed, and whenever I 
turned around to look at him he looked the 
other way, but I knew he had his eyes on 
my back every step of the way up street, 
and what do you think! _When I turned 
into school he turned in and actually walked 
right up the steps. He's here now, some 
place! Oh dear, my heart’s just thumping. 
Do you suppose he’s a new student, or did 
he want to find out who I was?” 

““He saw your books under your arm 
and wanted to know where the schoolhouse 
was, more than likely,” suggested Louise 
heartlessly. “‘Have you your psychology 
prepared? I had an awful time learning 
it. Those definitions don’t seem to mean 
anything.” 

“And he had a beautiful tie-pin, or 
maybe it was just a figure on the tie—of 
course I didn’t get a chance to look very 
closely, but he was dressed in the height of 
fashion and his cap just set off his curls in 
the loveliest way. I’m wild to know who 
he is. I was just too glad that I’d worn 
my hat with the white feather_instead of the 


blue—they’re both becoming, but mother 
says the white feather looks so much more 
aristocratic.” 

““T wonder if he saw that button off your 
glove; if he did he might be sure you had 
a hole in your stocking and your skirt pinned 


on with a safety-pin!’’ Mildred’s tone had 
in it a sharpness not found in the pleasant, 
happy comments of Louise. 

“Sour grapes!’” mocked Leola with a 
grimace at Mildred. “Some people can’t 
win admiration so they pretend they don’t 
like it—but I know! If a fine looking boy 
took a fancy to*you and followed you up 
the street you'd be taking more interest in 
him. Mother says that’s the reason women 
. never can get along well together—the 
one’s always jealous of the other. Mother 
says she had all the attention in the town 
-when she was young, and that other girls 
were always saying mean things’ about her 
just from jealousy. She says I’m just like 
her—her hands were even smaller than mine 
and so was her waist, but I arrange my hair 
with more style and I have better clothes 
than she had. Your mother dresses you 
like a little girl, Louise, and you’re just my 
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age. I'd think you'd assert yourself and 
be ashamed to be made a baby of by your 
parents! You'd be real pretty if you were 
dressed up like I am. Mildred has a style © 
about her, but you—you're- just a little 
girl!” 

“*Thanks,”’ laughed Louise good natur- 
edly, “I’m glad you like my looks; some 
time I may grow up and even attract atten- 
tion from good looking strangers, tall and 
dark and—what else did he have? Dia- 
mond scarf-pin, or was it his shoe-shine 
that dazzled you?” 

. “I worked over that fifth problem for an 
hour last night and then didn’t get it,”” com- 
plained Mildred, opening her book and 
showing it to Louise. “Did you girls get 
it?” 

“T couldn’t work it until father showed 
me how,” answered Louise, “‘but it’s easy 
when you understand the first part; here, 
let me show you.” 

“T took my books home last night, but 
my head ached so I didn’t bother about 


. studying,”” remarked Leola, fluffing up her 


hair before the broken piece of looking- 
glass sticking in the wall. “I can’t bear 
mathematics! Mother says it’s of no use 
to a girl anyway, all this figuring and work- 
ing over something nobody ever thinks about 
out of school! I read the most exciting 
novel last night; I got so interested I didn’t 
go to bed till father and mother went, and 
then I sat up in bed and finished the last 
chapter! It was about a young man who 
fell in love with a married woman, and the 
poor fellow—oh, girls, look, look! There 
goes my flame—isn’t he handsome? 
Louise, don’t you call him handsome?” 

“T call you very foolish!” 

“*But isn’t he handsome?” 

“Really, Leola, I didn’t see him. You 
have to take “X’ from the given quantity, 
and after that you work it just as those 
figures given on page one-hundred and five. 
But you have to find ‘X’ first—see, Mil- 
dred? No, you have to start at the last 
proposition first-—yes, now you've got it.” 

“You two girls are the stupidest com- 
pany I ever saw!” burst out Leola. “I'd 
help you have a good time if you had any 
get-up in you! What good do you suppose 
all your studying’s going to do> There's , 
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lot’s of boys in this school would take you 
out to ‘movies’ and things, like they do me, 
if you’d close your old school-books for 
fifteen minutes. - There are lots of nice 
boys—” 

“Like Fred Myers, for example,” inter- 
rupted Mildred, looking straight at Leola, 
who for some reason changed color at the 
remark. 


“*No, not Fred Myers. I guess you no- ~ 


tice I don’t have much to do with him. 
There are lots of nice boys! Oh, dear, 
there goes the bell—I suppose Miss Hamil- 
ton will begin on the same old lecture the 
minute I get in the room. Well, I don’t 
care; I just didn’t have time to get my 
rhetoric; my head ached last night, and 
mother says I’m not strong anyway. I’m 
too nervous to study hard.” 

The three girls picked up their book- 
straps and joined the procession of young 
people who climbed the stairs and divided 
and sub-divided into as many groups as 
there were rooms and classes in the big 
schoolhouse which had served as high school 
for the parents of the present generation. 

Mildred and Louise walked home to- 
gether, Louise going several blocks out of 
her way that she might lend companionship 
to the lonely girl whose home life was any- 
thing but bright and cheerful or free from 
care. Where other girls had their leisure 
hours hers were full of work; in place of the 
pretty, dainty clothes most girls so natural- 
ly enjoy, Mildred economized and made 
over and patched and mended with the neat- 
ness and taste of a far older person, and if 
she complained and found fault and be- 
came hardened and bitter, it was not so 
much her fault as the loneliness of her life 
which was seeking to find expression through 
the wrong channels. Vaguely Louise un- 
derstood this and never lost her temper 
when Mildred’s tongue grew sharp and sar- 
castic, or she said and did things contrary 


- to Louise’s ideas of right and wrong. The 


topic of their conversation was usually in 
connection with their lessons, for they were 
both students of unusual ability, but tonight 
they talked of the coming high school hop 
and the possibility of Mildred’s going. 
“You just go on with your work this 
evening, and if the door-bell rings try not 


to hear it. Your father will go anyway, 
and when he sees mother, he'll have to let 
her say what she wants about the dance, 
and if you don’t know she’s there he can’t 
think you asked her to come. Good-by, 
and don’t give up hope!”” Louise waved 
her hand as Mildred turned the corner, then 
she retraced her steps and instead of going 
to May-Julian’s, as was her custom every 
evening on her way home from school, she 
ran to her own home and straight up stairs 
to her mother. The story of Mildred’s not 
going to the hop was soon told, and Mrs. 
Elvard promised that she would go that 
very afternoon, before dinner. 

“*Yes, Mr. Galor’s home now, for I saw 
him at the window when I turned the cor- 
ner,” answered Louise to the question from 
her mother. 

“Then I'll go at once,” and Mrs. 
vard was as good as her word, for five min- 
utes later mother and daughter left the 
house, the girl crossing the street to May- 
Julian’s and the mother turned in the di- 
rection of the Galor home. 

“O, ho! my little fairy-princess! Now 
what might she be doing with all these 
pretty, pretty colors around her?” asked 
Louise, as she slipped into the chair beside 
May-Julian and lifted up a bunch of many- 
colored ribbons. “Red and pink and green 
and blue and my, what's it to be—doll 
dresses >” 

**You’re ten minutes later than yesterday 
and twenty-five minutes later than usual,” 
announced the child, as she caught Louise’s 
hand in both her tiny ones and kissed it 
gently. “‘I do get so impatient when you re 
late, yet.I know you'll always come some- 
time. . Mother went to the party and Ella 
had to iron some lace things that couldn’t 
be sent to the laundry, and—and I wouldn't 
have Towser ‘cause he’s too rough and— 
and I’ve been all alone. I had an awful 
hard time keeping my thoughts quiet—they 
get so mussed up and stirred around when 
I’m alone and waiting for you.” 


(To be continued.) 
£2 


“‘Lord, for tomorrow and its needs I do not 
pray; 

But keep me, guide me, love me, Loid, 

just for today.” 


Twenty-five 


u 
st 
d 
y 
se 
"5 


THE RIDE OF ASTERIAS 


Susie CLARK PERRY 


=] H HO! oh ho!” 


roared a great 
wave of the sea, thundering 
and tossing his foamy spray 
as he darted into a cove of 
the shore where all was usu- 
ally placid. ‘Come with me, 
little stars, little shells. We 
shall have a rare ride tonight, 
for the wind and I have had a mighty bat- 
ile, and I feel still the joy of the wrestling!”” 

Loosened from their bed among the 
oysters and mosses by the bold intruder, 
with not a moment for a protest, out sailed 
dozens of little starfish and pretty shells, 
some adorned with delicate sea-mosses, 


borne the 


family were picked up and carried away 
that day.” 

““Let us go back,” said Asterias, trem- 
bling; “I am afraid, sister!’’ and the little 
star quivered through its five small radiat- 
ing arms. 

““Go back, dear! You do not know 
what you say. en we lie in the hollow 
of the ocean’s great hand, we must go 
where he wills.” 

“*But is there nothing that can help us, 
no one who cares for us?” little Asterias 
begged in distress. 

Just at this juncture, a school of porpoise, 
frolicking in the waves, flinging their huge 


bodies into the 


bosom of the 
Atlantic toward 
farther 


sister,” 

a tiny 
starfish, after 
they had been 
tossed and tum- 
bled in the 
waves for an 
hour or more, 
now flung high 
in the air in a 
mass of shining 
spray, now 


air, then diving 
far down in the 
mighty deep, di- 
verted their at- 
tention and it 
was with difh- 
culty that they 
kept together. 
This danger 
at last safely 
passed, and the 
waves having 
somewhat abat- 
ed their fury, 
Sister drew near 


and said, “‘Last 


swept with tre- 
mendous swing into the deep trough of the 
sea, “what will become of us! Will we 
ever see our quiet home again?” 

‘Courage, Asterias. Mother told me of 
a ride she and others of the family took on 
the great ocean one day, and they were 
landed safely on a sandy beach where they 
saw a new world, and when the tide swept 
_ in, again it bore them back in safety—that 
is, all that were left on the beach when it 
came for them,” she added a little sadly. 

“All that were left, sister? What do 
you mean?” 

“O, you know, Asterias, mortals are 
fond of us starfish, because we are so beau- 
tiful in form, they like to hang us up in 
their homes for ornaments, so some of our 
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night when the 
storm was raging, I heard the sea-maidens 
singing in their cave in the rocks. It was a 
hymn of praise and thanksgiving. I asked 
mother who they sang and gave thanks to, 
and she told me—to the God of Love who 
created us and takes care of us. I said, 
“Where is the One who cares for us?” and 
she told me he was everywhere, above, be- 
low, around, within all nature, so the Old 
Man of the Sea had told them. If he is 
everywhere, he must be here, too. Do you 
suppose if we said a little prayer now, he 
could hear us?” : 
““We could try,” said the baby star, 
quite bravely now. And so two trembling 
little prayers from two tiny, storm-tossed 
starfish, were breathed out to the heart of 


shore. i 


Divine: Love for protection and a safe 
home-bringing. 

They were quite close to the shore now. 
The waves were spending themselves upon 
the breakwater and the rocks and finally, 
with a few strong sweeps across the sand- 
bar, over the gulch where king-crabs and 
stingarees lay among tangled seaweed, the 
little company of starfish and shells were 
deposited high upon the sandy beach. 

There they lay, moist and glistening in 
the gold of the afternoon sunlight, glad to 
rest awhile in peace after their turbulent 


voyage. 

Part Two 

**Jack, Larry! Come quick! there are 
starfish today!” called Hertha, a bare- 
footed, sunburned little maid, with tangled, 
windblown curls escaping from the brim of 
her sun hat as she ran swiftly along the 
firm wet sand, so lately washed by the 
high-tide waves. 

Her brothers were watching old Nat, 
the fisherman, mending his well-worn seine, 
a little farther down the beach, and hearing 
their sister's delighted cry, they presently 
came scurrying along, basket in hand, to 
join her. 

Hertha stretched herself on the sand 
among her new-found treasures and spying 
little Asterias and Sister, she took them in 
her hand. 

“See, Jack,” she said, “what a wee one 
this is and what a pretty pink color, and 
look, what funny little tube-feet they have, 
like fringe along the edges!” 

But Jack was amusing himself chasing 
a little sand-fidler into his hole.and bury- 
ing him there with flying sand, and did not 
heed her. 

Meanwhile Lawrence, the older brother, 
had been scooping up the stars and deposit- 
ing them in his basket. 

“Just what I wanted,” he said. 
lady in the cliff cottage said she would pay 
me if I would find starfish for her. She 
wants to stick "em around in an old net she 
has hanging up in her room.” 

“But they're alive, ain’t they? She 


won't want to put them up till they die, will 
she, Lawrence?”” asked Hertha. 

““Oh, there’s not much life to them. Most 
Tt don’t take long to fix "em. 


like a shell. 


The best way is to lay them on a board, 
stick pins through each point so they'll dry 
nice and straight and pour boiling water 
over “em. They’re ready to use when they 


ry. 

“Oh,” said Hertha, suddenly, looking 
at the specimens in her hand. “It seems 
most as if they heard, Larry; the little one 
curled her star-points right up. See, Jack! — 
Poor little dear.” 

“O Hertha,” said Larry in a disgusted 
tone, “you are such a goose; as if that thing 
could know!” 

Hertha was silent, but not convinced; 
she sat, lost in thought for a long time, look- 
ing down at them with a tender love-light 
in her big brown eyes that made them look 
very beautiful. 

The boys amused themselves drawing 
pictures on the wet sand and flinging hand- 
fuls of it at each other, and had quite for- 
gotten -the question raised about the star- 
fish, when Hertha suddenly said, “Larry, 
would it hurt us to have pins run through 


our fingers?” 

“Hurt! Well I should say yes! 
Rather! What makes you ask that?” 

“I was thinking,”’ she said slowly, “how 
it would hurt the starfish to be stretched 
with pins on a board and have boiling water 
poured on them. Ugh!” 

“I wouldn’t be so chicken-hearted as a 
girl,”’ said Lawerence with an air of su- 
periority, hardly deigning to notice her as 
he got up, stretched himself and added, 
““Come on, Jack, let’s go back to the nets. 
More fun there. You can bring the basket 
when you come, Sis.” 

Hertha sat alone for some time, musing. 
Her eyes had a faraway look in them as 
she gazed out over the turbulent sea. She 
seemed to see a little fairy grotto under the 
waves where tiny fish, oysters, starfish and 
shells of many hues and forms had been 
placed by the hand of the Master Artist, 
adding the delicately tinted mosses as a final 
touch of beauty to the picture. 

Suddenly her face lighted up with a 
happy thought. “I'll do it,”’ se exclaimed. 
“T’'ll give Larry the starfish Mrs. Howell 
gave me last summer, to take to the lady 
in the cottage. They're not so pretty as 
these and starfish don’t come often to this 
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beach, so he'll scold me I reckon, but I 
don’t care, I’m going to let them go back to 
their sea-home!”’ : 

She sprang up, basket in hand, and 
looked in the direction her brothers had 
gone. She could see them in the far dis- 
tance, wading knee-deep in the surf. They 
had forgotten her and the starfish. 

Finding a sequestered spot, sheltered by 
a ridge of sand, she rapidly scooped a 
hollow with a large shell she picked up. 
A wave, more ambitious than its fellows— 
for the tide was now quite low—dashed 
carelessly across the cavity, leaving a shal- 
low pool of water in the bottom. 

“There,” said Hertha, emptying the 
contents of the basket in the new-made bed 
and gently laying little Asterias and Sister 
on top of the pile, ““Now you can wait here 
till the big sea 


“It seemed to me God was in the little 
gut’ s hand as she held us, and streamed 
from her eyes as she looked upon us,” 
chimed in Sister. ‘“‘I felt the warmth and 
glow and knew it was the Love you have 
told us of, mother.” 

The homeward journey was a safe and 
uneventful one. The old ocean bore its 
burden, great and small, with steady, ma- 
jestic sweeps onward and ever onward, their 
pathway lighted now by pale moonbeams 
and glints of starlight. 

“*Listen, my children,” said the mother 
starfish softly. ‘““The waves have caught 
an echo of the seamaidens’ song and are 
sa it to us. Hear them!” 

“*Always near us, we can never 


Stray beyond God's tender care, 
For his love is everywhere.’’ 


and a myriad of 


comes again | 
and it will take 
you back to- 
night. Good- 
bye, little 
friends; perhaps 
you can come 
again, some 


py smile on her 
sensitive young 
face, she took 
the empty bas- 
ket and turned 
her footsteps 


silvered _spray- 
drops, clapping 
their hands as 
they danced 
skyward, re- 
peated the re- 
frain—‘‘Love is 
everywhere, 
Love, Love ev- 
erywhere!”’ till 
it went murmur- 
ing gently 
swelling cadenc- 
es over the glad, 
heaving bosom 


| | of their mother 


homeward; and 
as she went, the glory of the setting sun 
shone round about her in translucent rays of 
crimson, purple and gold, and a pure light 
rested on her brow as though an angel had 
bent down in blessing and caressed her. 


‘Mother, mother, are you here?” called 
Asterias, anxiously, and the response came 
quickly from the depths of the sandy nest, 
“Yes, my little one, see, 1 am quite close 
to you. Nothing shall harm us now, for 
God’s love protects us.” 

“T think God must live in the little girl, 
mother, because when we came today, sister 
and I were so afraid we prayed to be taken 
care of; she saved us from that cruel boy!” 
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ocean. 

Now they were nearing the shore from 
which the rude waves had torn them hours 
before and this time with friendly sweeps 
were being washed toward their sheltered 
home-cove when, as though for a welcome 
home, the sea-maidens’ song resounded 
clearly among the rocks and over the moon- 
lit waves: 

“ “Always near us, love so tender 
Hears each trembling breath of prayer. 
For our God is ever listening 
To his children everywhere. 


Yes, everywhere and everywhere, 
For his love is everywhere.’ ” 


“O sister, mother,” whispered Asterias 
with a happy sigh, “they are singing about 
our prayer!” 


= 
day.” 
With a hap- 


DEPARTMENT 


Begin with your family. This is the unit. Believe in their nobility, their great- 
ness, their wisdom, their health, their beauty. Never cease believing in it. You have a 
reason for so believing in them. From them it will slip out to the world. There is a reason 
for your hope of them. Then, finally, seeing them as they are, all over the planet, you will 
see no evil to compare the good with, and you will find a world where another quality 
reigns, unknowing of good and a Curtis Hopkins. 


: HOME MINISTRY 


Sa|INCE every home takes on the quality of the prevailing 
m St thought held in it, it matters much what kind of thinking 
z de, the mistress of the home carries with her as she goes about 
SE a her household duties. Her thought and touch put their 
ae own quality into the plastic things about her. Whether 

Ab she sweeps, dusts, cooks or whatever, opportunity is af- 
forded to make of it a ministry. 

_ There can be no such a thing as drudgery in a home when the 
work is considered in this light. Opportunity takes the place of duty 
in the mind of her who has learned to deal with the substance of things, 
and carries her spiritual housekeeping along with her material service. 

In the preparation of food for the family she is vouched the 
transmuting power to change it into the very bread of heaven. 

Even wash-day may be glorified by putting into it the idea of 
purification, so that not only the family linens come forth from the tub 
clean and spotless, but family affairs are made to share in this weekly 
ablution, through the cleansing thoughts that have wrought with the 
busy hands. 

So each day, work becomes joy for her who carries with it 
its spiritual significance, by keeping her thought busy with the Sub- 
stance while her hand deals with the symbol. 

lroning-day suggests smoothing out mental worries and creas- 
ing cares. 

Sinaia and baking-day have also their own significance 
to her who seeks to carry her spiritual housekeeping along with the 
work of her hands. 

Our minds must have scope and Thought Substance. Our soul 
power is starved out by material methods, so that a knowledge of the 
All-Providing Substance of Spirit must be ours before we are liberated 
from our bondage to material conditions. 
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A MODEL HUSBAND 


Following is an extract from a letter written by a progressive husband and father 
who understands, as all fathers should and must understand, that man’s mission is to make 
the world a happy place for the wife and mother to live in. The letter is written to his aunt. 


1 LIKE to write to you about the 
wife because I feel sure that 
you will be interested. When 
we were first married an ex- 
perienced family man_re- 
marked to me: “Blank, you 
have a splendid girl for a 
wife, and you have a great 

opportunity. You can make her just what- 
ever you want her to be.” 

I thought about that a good deal, and 
the more 1 thought about it the more puz- 
zled I became. It was nice to think I could 
assist in maturing her into any kind of a 
woman I chose, but what did I want? I 
finally gave it up, and decided that if the 
material for a noble woman was there—and 
I was troubled with no doubts about that— 
it would develop itself fast enough if given 
free opportunity. So I resolved to see, so 
far as in my power lay, that no stumbling- 
blocks retard her progress, that her purse 
be kept well supplied with coin, to let her 
have. her own way, and to always bring 
her rose-buds on our wedding anniversary. 

Up to this date the experiment as a whole 
has been eminently successful. In fact, as 
I look back now to the beginning of it all, 
I submit to you the opinion, in strict con- 
fidence, and not to go any farther, that for 
a young and blushing bridegroom, I was 
wise beyond my day and generation. This 
opinion is one in which Mrs. Blank herself 
would concur if she were asked. 

Now as to results. As she has always 
been happy, our children are always happy. 
Prenatal influences always make themselves 
felt. With mother and children happy, the 
home is always happy. As a rule there 
has been but little sickness of a serious char- 
acter in our home, but we are not now dis- 
posed to attribute our general good health 
to mere lucky chance. We consider that 
where happiness and contentment are, and 
where there is tranquillity of mind, there 


good health is sure to be. How to keep the 
Thirty 


mind tranquil is a subject to which we have 
given some study, and of that I may speak 
later. 

Since her marriage, and with a growing 
and increasing family of children to care 
for, Hallie has given attention outside of 
her home to a cultivation of her taste for 
music and art. She has taken lessons in 
instrumental music and ‘in drawing and 
painting, and in wood-carving. She plays 
juvenile classics, sketches quite nicely either 
with water colors or with charcoal, and has 
done some very pretty paintings from nature : 
in water colors and in oils. 

Although naturally very fond of these 
things, previous to her marriage Hallie’s 
busy life both as a student and teacher pre- 
vented her having their enjoyment, and now 
what a pleasure and real comfort it is to me 
to be instrumental in bringing into her life 
the joy and sunshine she needs and craves, 
thereby enriching not only the life of the 
wife and mother, but the lives of the chil- 
dren as well. 

In these accomplishments she has not 
tried to become highly expert, but they have 
all contributed to her happiness, and have 
all assisted materially in advancing her in 
the course of kindergarten training she is 
now taking. I am very glad she is taking 
the kindergarten course of study, because 
ever since she began I have seen her de- 
velop mentally in a manner which surprised 
me. She thinks better, talks better and 
reads more understandingly. With her few 
accomplishments, and with her course of 
study, she is cultivating a talent such as is 
given to comparatively few women, but - 
which should be cultivated by all women. 
Ought I not to rejoice that I have so far 
been able to assist her in this way? Ought 
I to regret the expense? Is it not possible 
that some day it may prove to be “bread 
cast upon the waters”’? 

Through reading Froebel Philosophy 
with Hallie I am beginning to see that 


¥ 


“The zeal which has been awakened re- 
specting infant education has been of infinite 
worth, for it is impossible in educating little 
children to ‘think chiefly of reading, writing 
and ciphering. We are compelled to re- 
member that we have living spirits to deal 
with, which must, by most wonderful proc- 
esses wherein we may be agents but cannot 
be principals, be brought to trust, to think, 
te hope, and then to know!” 

The course of her kindergarten studies 
has led Hallie into a study of ethics, or 
speaking more accurately, into a study of 
what is known as Practical Christianity. 
This does not mean “Christian Science,” 
although there are some doctrines of Chris- 
tian Science which I think we would all 
accept readily enough if called to our at- 
tention. I do not understand the doctrines 
of Practical Christianity very well, but 


when I see my wife accept trouble or dis- 
appointment by saying composedly that 
“their value is a necessary factor in her pro- 
gression,” | am glad, because I have always 
thought that we wear our bodies out too 
soon by indulging in mental worry. The 
theory is that to keep the thoughts right is 
to keep the body strong and healthy. We 
have heard preached from the pulpit for 
years: ““As a man thinketh, so is he,”’ but 
we have not known and understood that this 
is a law as real as the rules of mathematics, 
and that it may be made practical and used 
in everyday life. In our family, we are 
finding that it is a law that works. 

You may look for photographs of the 
babies soon. Nell, aged 5, Hallie 3, and 
baby Harold, eight months. 

Most sincerely, Your nephew, 


Charles F. Blank. 
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EARLY TRAINING 
ALice A. FLYNN 


[Here is a letter from a mother, who, in dealing with her own bov, has given a 
clue to all mothers who would inspire in their children pure and right desires and concepts 
of life and living. The chumship and confidence existing between this mother and her 
son, shows why he always applies to her instead of looking elsewhere for information on 
vital subjects. To make comrades of our boys and girls, is to secure the faith and confi- 
dence that otherwise is apt to be misguided by outside influence. | 


1 Y BOY and I have always 
been very close confidential 
friends. At a very early age 

(knowing that at some fu- 
ture day there would be won- 
derful secrets to unfold) I 
taught him the sacredness of 
secrets. Then from time to 
time, as he began to inquire, all was ex- 
plained. He was taught to always come 
to mother for his information. 

_ About two years ago, I received espe- 
cial Life Lessons. Then, when he began 
to-ask more about himself, I told him of the 
wonderful life-force within, how this could 
be lifted up and used for good. I told 
him of the “Secret Place” where he could 


meet God, the Father of his being, at all. 


times, and that some day he would feel the 


— I taught him to bless and praise 
ife. 


Now when he reaches the time when he 
will feel life, he will say, “That is the 
wonderful life I have been blessing and 
praising.” 

He is using the Truth now in his school 
work. He says when things seem hard, he 
centers his attention at the Source or Secret 
Place and then goes on with his work. He 
has accomplished three“ years of school 
work in eight months. 

He says thoughts are really things, for 
he has planted the thought, “God is my 
Intelligence,”” at the door, and every morn- 
ing when he goes to school, finds that 
thought waiting for him as he goes out. 

As the result of those Life Lessons, he 
is one of the purest minded children that I 


‘ever knew. He loves only the pure, is a 


thorough vegetarian, and during his whole 
life has practiced the law of love. 
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LITTLE BITS FOR THE LITTLE ONES 
While Visiting a friend, my little daughter 


came to me, saying, “Mamma, I have seen 
all these pretty pictures and now what can I 
do next?” 

My friend, a lover of children, bets: 
ing their restlessness when away from 
home for the day, and hearing the plead- 
ing voice, left the room and returned with a 
box in her hand; then seating Effie on the 
floor, emptied its contents beside her, say- 
ing: “My dear, I know you love your 
dolly, and make wonderfully pretty things 
for her; I think perhaps you can find some 
bits of lace, ribbon and lawn. You may 
have any and all you wish,” Effie looked 
up with a face radiant with surprise and 
pleasure, and simply exclaimed, “Oh! 
mamma, look!” 

How often on a rainy day children could 
be made happy by having some little bits of 
pretty ribbon, lace and lawn to make 
dresses for their dolls, relieving the mothers 
as well. 

The next evening, after our visit, Effie 
came bounding into the library and stand- 
ing “Miss Gracie” on the table, exclaimed 
with an important, satished air, “There! 
what do you think of that for an empire 
gown; brother says it is umpire, but he 
don’t know anything about dolls.” 

I recognized the bits from the box, and 
truly the little empire gown was a work o 
art, and duly praised. And all this pleasure 
from the thoughtfulness of a lover of the 
little ones, in rescuing from the waste bas- 
ket of a friend just little remnants of pretty 
lace, ribbon, ete—Mrs. M. J. Thursby. 


Lord, give the mothers of the world 
More love to do their part; 

That love which reaches not alone 

The children made by birth their own, 
But every childish heart. 

Wake in their souls true motherhood, 

Which aims at universal good. 


2 
LOVE OF CHILDREN 


THE CHILD STORY 


My little boy is three years and three 
months old. He has a teddy bear and a 
monkey which he thinks the world ‘of. 
Now the story he likes best is about Teddy. 
You know Teddy lived in a cave and he 
had two little babes. They got very hun- 
gry, so Teddy went out to get food for 
them and got his foot in a trap which hurt 
him very much. Teddy sat down and 
cried, his foot ached so.. Now what do 
you think happened? A little boy named 
(use your little one’s name) came along, 
and because he knew Teddy belonged to 
God as much as he did, and because he 
loved Teddy very much, he took the trap 
off his foot and did the sore foot all up in 
his handkerchief. Then he led Teddy to 
his boat and hauled him home and gave 
him some bread to eat. Then Teddy told 
him about his little babies and he said, 
“We will go get them.”” So they went to 
the cave for the babes and they were gone, 
but Teddy found some scratches telling 
him that their grandmother had come and 
taken them with her. She said for Teddy 
to come and get them, so the little boy and J 
Teddy are going after them as soon as J 
Teddy" s foot gets well. This will be soon, J 
as it is very much better now, for he has 
asked God to make it good.-—Cora E. 
Avery. 


Disease and trouble never enter our do- J 
minions unless they are invited. They 
never stay unless they are entertained.— | 
Newcomb. 


¥ 


Lord, give the teachers of the world 
More love, and let them see 
How baser metals in their store 
May be transformed to precious ore, 
By love's strange alchemy, 
And let them daily seek to find 
The childish heart beneath the mind. 
—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
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THE MONTH'S KEY-NOTE 


The Wees 


Whether great, or whether small, 
Love the Good you see in all. 


The Youth 
All my faculties and powers are obedient 


to the Higher Wisdom. 


The Home 


we Health, harmony and abundant Supply 
geen, are now manifest in our home. 


‘SPECIAL OFFER TO NEW SUBSCRIBERS 
Wisdom Seventeen Months for $1 


This unusual offer is made for the benefit of new subscribers 
who wish to read the excellent continued stories which began in the 
August, 1913, issue. 

All new subscriptions sent in before February Ist, and accom- 
panied by $1.00, will be entered for seventeen months, beginning 
August, 1913, and ending December, 1914, inclusive. 


UNITY TRACT SOCIETY, 913 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 
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THE NEW YEAR 
EMMA H. TEEL 


The merry bells are ringing, 
A joyous message bringing 
Of good to you that’s winging, 
This coming glad new year; 
Of perfect health, 
Abundant wealth, 
Of joy without a tear— 


And wisdom, too, 


To know the true— 


Sweet peace without a fear. 
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